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TRINITY COLLEGE, 
HARTFORD, CONN . 
.,. 
TRINITY COLLEGE, under the name of Washington College, received its Charter in 1823. 
1 The present name was adopted in 1845. Its chief founder was the Right Rev. Thomas 
Church Brownell, Bishop of Connecticut. Established by Episcopalians as a contribution to high-
er education, it is not a Church institution in the sense of being directed by the Church. Its 
advantages are placed at the service of those of every creed. 
Formerly on site of present State Capitol, it was transferred in 1878 to the southwestern part 
of the city. The principal building, in the English Secular Gothic style, 653 feet long, including 
Jarvis and Seabury Halls and Northam Towers, is one of the most imposing and admirably fitted 
educational edifices in the United States: It was intended to form the west side of a great quad-
rangle. Outside of the lines of this quadrangle at the south are the Observatory, the Boardman 
H11ll of Natural History, and the Jarvis Laboratories for Chemistry and for Physics. To the north 
of it are the Gymnasium, houses of the President and Professors, and Chapter Houses of the 
Fraternities. Below the College Campus to the east and within three minutes' walk is the 
spacious Athletic field. In beauty of situation, healthful conditions of life, and equipment for its 
special work, the College is not surpassed. 
The College has distinct courses of four years in Arts and in Science. 
The Faculty includes seventeen professors, four instructors, three lecturers, librarian, and 
medical director. 
Among the Elective studies within the respective courses there is no important subject for 
which adequate provision is not made. 
Properly qualified candidates not desiring to pursue all of the studies of any course are allow-
ed as Special Students to pursue certain subjects, receiving certificates for work satisfactorily 
accomplished. 
The Library contains 52,000 volumes. Generous contributions of the Alumni are making 
possible a rapid addition to its resources. A reference Reading Room is open every day and five 
evenings of the week. 
The Jarvis Chemical and Physical Laboratories h11ve an excellent equipment for Elementary 
and Advanced work. 
The Hall of Natural History contains the Museum and Biological Laboratories provided with 
the most modem appliances. 
In the year 1903-1904 a full technical course in Civil Engineering was for the first time made 
available for all qualified applicants. 
There are numerous scholarships provided pecuniary assistance for deserving students. The 
three Holland Scholarships, yielding each $600 per annum, are awarded to the three best students 
in the three lower classes respectively. The Russell Graduate Fellowship of $500 is awarded 
biennially in the interest of higher graduate study. The Mary A. Terry Graduate Fellowship, of 
$000, is awarded annually. Prizes to the amount of $600 are also awarded to undergraduates for 
success in the work of the various departments. 
Two examinations for admission are held at the college each year, the first on the three days 
following the Annual Commencement, and the second in September, immediately before the 
beginning of the Christmas term. 
For Catalogues, Ex:amination papers, or information, apply to the President or Secretary of 
of the Faculty. 
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JAMES WILLIAMS, 
"PROF. JIM." 
BY JOHN B. SHEARER, '09. 
No. 2. 
EDITOR'S NOTE.-There are three reasons for the timeliness of this note on Prof. 
Jim ; the book quoted has become exceedingly rare, undergraduates know little about 
early traditions, and the fact that we have no memorial recalling the memory of James 
Williams at Washington or Trinity. 
The earliest traditions of American colleges are those that 
our grandfathers made. The lifetime of our own college is 
spanned by that of Dr. Russell, yet an outline of his life in 
college sounds immeasurably strange to us so great is the 
change from the older to the new. President Eliot said in 
a late speech, that his father gave him a carpet for his room 
when he entered Harvard and that the faculty were very much 
at sea as to whether such a luxury should be allowed in a stu-
dent's room or not. Why do these traditions of our grand-
fathers seem so far removed from our own life? It is because 
of the lack of old walls, of the material, which would have 
connected traditions to us as a real part of our life. We do 
not have these old walls, or "Dorms." The inadequateness 
of early material conditions to meet the rapid growth of the 
college caused the removal of old "Dorms" and other build-
ings. Live tradition always hangs about old walls. You 
will find few of these standing now-"the Yard" at Harvard 
is the only typical architecture of the early American college 
about which we may have tradition. In most cases, including 
our own, so far has the complete change of material conditions 
removed us from our earliest traditions that they seem ancient 
to us already. 
The existence of a Professor Jim is one of our ancient tradi-
tions. We have all heard of him-few of us know who he 
was. The print, hanging in a number of the older "Houses," 
38 James Williams. [Feb. 
of a negro pulling a bell rope and looking very much as if he 
enjoyed himself-had a pride in his work-is a faithful picture 
of James Williams, better known as Professor Jim, at one 
time master-janitor of Trinity College. 
If we could have a picturesque tale of James Williams and 
his life of adventure it would be a fit advance bulletin to send 
to every nursery in the land. It would be a veritable Robinson 
Crusoe tale! But after he came to Trinity and especially after 
he became janitor his life became "terribly uninteresting." 
This paragraph might be a brief summary and criticism of a 
79 page pamphlet written about Professor Jim.* 
..J James Williams was in the beginning of things a child slave 
, belonging to one Col. Robert, a retired Rev.olutionary officer 
,' who owned a large estate in Yonkers, New York. Like Topsy, 
Jim was just born. He has said, "I distinctly remember wear-
ing a smock-frock and belt, and playing about the door-yard 
of my master's house, when I heard bells a ringin' and cannons 
a firin' and I ran in and asked my mother what was the matter, 
and she said, 'Why, Washington's dead.' " Probably Jim 
was born about the year 1790. 
Col. Robert had much to do with Aaron Burr and the slave 
Jim was their courier. Jim's information of Aaron Burr's 
whereabouts after the duel is an interesting bit of historical 
detail, he says: 
"Burr went first to his own house in New York, Burr's Woods 
they called the place, near the old State's Prison on West 
Broadway. The next day between three and four in the 
afternoon, as we were putting up a new yard fence, there ap-
peared a great cloud of dust away down the road; some one said 
that it was somebody riding, for the day was so quiet it could 
not be the wind. By-and-by a man came up and gave a note 
to master; that said Burr was coming. Pretty soon he came 
up himself in his four-horse coach. His head was bowed down 
and he didn't say a word; but then his head was always 'bowed 
down.' He caught right hold of my master's hand, and they 
went into the house together." 
Col. Robert died after the duel between Burr and Hamilton 
and Jim was given by will to Miss Robert, whose home was at 
10 Dey Street, New York City. During summer the family 
* The I,ife of James Williams, better known as Prof. Jim_; for half a century janitor 
of TrinitY. College. By C. H. Procter, '78. Case, I,ockwoocl N Brainard, printers, 1&7'3. 
College I,1brary. 
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left the city to travel and when they returned for the winter 
the various stories Jim heard of their travels made him long 
to see the world. When the family had determined to leave 
the city they placed Jim in the wholesale store of Robert B. 
Lloyd, Esq., on Broadway. Seizing the first opportunity 
the slave ran away. He took passage on the "Fulton" to 
New London, Connecticut, and here he worked as a hostler 
until he could get away, when he shipped a'board a West India 
trader with a Captain Fox. 
This was the beginning of his adventurous life. He shipped 
in_ the "Eliza Gracie," bound for Liverpool, and just when 
they were making port they were boarded and he along with 
his other ship-mates were pressed into the British service. 
Jim made his escape from this vessel in a very romantic manner, 
and afterwards shipped on board a well-known vessel that 
was very active in the War of 1812. Later the sailor 
shipped on a long trip to the East Indies and China, returning 
once more to New York. Even before this he had been along 
the shores of Africa both on the South Atlantic and in the 
Mediterranean, and he had been to the city of Mosques, up 
the Bosporus, · and he had landed in Greece. As a member 
of a pirate vessel Williams made a voyage to South America 
and again, this time at San Salvador, he made a most romantic 
escape from his vessel. A strange preparation for the life of 
a janitor at Trinity College! But he came here with the found-
ing, grew old with the institution and was an interesting per-
sonage in the history of the college. 
The service of James Williams to Washington and Trinity 
covers a period of fifty years and it is chiefly identical with 
the earliest and growing history of the college. He began as 
an under-janitor, finally being promoted to master-janitor. 
The college beff' was always in the constant charge of Jim. 
And even when "the tongue was not thar," as Prof. Jim would 
say after it had mysteriously disappeared in the night, he 
mounted to the belfry and hammered out the call to recitations, 
laughing with the best of them. In the later years of his ser-
vice Prof. Jim graduated from the department of "Dust and 
Ashes" and became "Professor of Secrets." As such his motto 
deserves to become a classic as significant of one of the best 
* NoTE.-can anyone tell the" wh ere-abouts" of the old college bell? 
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thoughts of friendship, "What you knows, I know, and nobody 
else knows.'' 
Professor Jim was a prominent personage on class day :when 
it was his duty to fill the pipes and distribute the punch to 
the class-much as the custom is held today. The class always 
gave Jim a gift and his acknowledgement was "a mixture of 
Ethiopian wit, piety and eloquence, so droll that it was momen-
tarily greeted with perfect roars of laughter." A description 
of Professor Jim on such an occasion will recall to some of 
the "ancients" the hero "in propria persona." "He is a fine 
looking specimen. of an ancient African, black as jet, grey-
headed, good-looking and intelligent. He wore on this solemn 
occasion a dress coat and silk hat ( ?) , and carried in his hand an 
enormous gold-headed cane, the gift of a former class. His 
oration was at this as at all times, the most remarkable, if not 
the most classic feature of the whole entertainment." 
If we could have some carving of word or feature to remind 
us of our most faithful servitor, Professor Jim, it would be a 
pleasant way of holding fast to our earliest traditions. 
ENSOLIMA. 
BY JOHN CUR'l'IS UNDERWOOD, '94. 
Around the sacred island set between 
The shrines of Kamakura and the snow 
Where Fuji flushes in the afterglow ; 
When twilight veils the ramparts crowned with green 
The blue bay fades, two sea birds seek their nest 
The fishing boats turn backward towards the west. 
The tide sets in along the sweep of sand, 
A slackening bowstring, where men wandered free 
Beyond the broadening borders of the sea. 
The last brown fishers fling their nets to land, 
High temple lanterns gleam, and higher far 
The lights of heaven glimmer star by star. 
From that high shrine where topmost terrace falls 
Sheer to the sea, three hundred feet bAlow ; 
Down the long steps where long processions go 
Out of the shadow of these woodland walls ; 
There comes the sound of singing through the night 
While pilgrim armies mount th~ holy height. 
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A TALE OF THE PHILIPPINES. 
BY BLINN F , YATES, 'II, 
The murk of a far-off jungle fire hung between land and 
sky, the sun's rays beat down relentlessly till heat waves danced 
from the dry and dusty earth. To the wounded corporal 
out in front it brought at first untold agony, that was expressed 
in moans. Then the dry and parched throat choked back 
even the expression of pain. Now perhaps, he had lost con-
sciousness,- perhaps he was dead. 
The three men in the dried-up water hole had few words 
for each other. In fact there was nothing to say until one 
of them should think of a plan for safety. And could a plan 
be thought of? A hundred yards out in front was a clump 
of bamboos, within which lurked a Filipino sharpshooter, 
and a clever one. Time and again each of the three soldiers 
had raised aloft his army hat on the end of his bayonet, but 
the only fire that it drew was a low and mocking laugh. It 
did not work. The little brown man of Aguinaldo no doubt 
considered cartridges precious. It had sounded like the report 
of a Springfield, when he shot the corporal-probably that 
was what it was. If so, theµ he had but one cartridge in 
his gun. He could be shot, and there might be time enough 
to escape before he could reload after that one was fired . But 
that one cartridge meant death. Who's should it be? 
Something must be done. Comradeship, and the honor of 
Old Glory, certainly demanded that the man who lay bent 
up on the ground out there in front, sh0uld be attended to, if 
he still lived. Then too, the main body of the army was behind, 
the two companies, that would soon be going into camp, rely-
ing on the pickets and ignorant of an enemy so near them. 
The very presence of this sharpshooter, out sniping off pickets, 
meant something-probably a night attack. It was impera-
tive that something be done. 
Only one way out remained, and as each of the three put 
the other possible chances out of his mind, that one stuck. 
Each man was aware that the other two knew also. So when 
Adams passed around his canteen signifying that each should 
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drink a third of what remained, they knew that he was about 
to propose the one possible plan. He waited until the canteen 
lay empty by his side, then whispered: "It's got to be one of 
us. It's probably a sure thing that he'll get that one, for 
he won't miss at this distance. Shall we draw for it?" 
There was no answer. They looked at each other ques-
tioningly. Adams went on in a hard voice: "If either of you 
fellows have a wife or family back home, that makes it differ-
ent." Again he stopped and waited. Then Thomas spoke: 
"Carson here has got a girl in Boston." 
"Shut up," said Carson roughly. "I'm here to take my 
chances.'' 
"That's talk," said Adams, with a touch of admiration in 
his voice. "I've got a girl back there too, but that ain't like 
being married." 
"How're we going to choose?" asked Carson impatiently. 
Adams reached up to the edge of the water hole and care-
fully broke off a long dry blade of grass. This he began to 
break into pieces of different lengths. A fly buzzed before 
his face, and he slapped it at impatiently. He watched it as 
it rose, circling about, and then dropped the straws. "Let's 
leave it to that fly," he said. "It's been fussin' around this 
hole ever since we dropped into it. The man that it lights 
on first." 
He looked at the others. Carson nodded his head. Thomas 
watched the fly with a frown and made no reply. 
"Where did it come from?" muttered Thomas. 
like a house fly, like we have back in the States, 
isn't a house in a day's march." 
"It looks 
but there 
"There's always flies everywhere," growled Adams. "When 
the last man dies, there'll be a fly buzzin' around to make 
his last minute uncomfortable. They're always ahead of 
the army and always behind it. They know. There's a 
cloud of 'em fussing around out there over the corporal's body, 
but this one won't go out there. He's waitin' for the one 
of us that stays behind. He knows. Curse him." 
"Let's all lie still and see who he picks out," said Carson. 
"We can't waste time." 
The men lay on their backs, their eyes following every move-
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ment of the fly. For a moment it rested on a swinging blade 
of grass, its fore legs rubbing their tips together contempla-
tively. Then it crawled slowly t~, ,the end of the blade of 
grass, and rose buzzing and circling in the air. The soldier 
Thomas sat up, pulled his knapsack forward from his hip, 
plunged his hand within, and finding what he was seeking 
for, lay down again, putting his hand to his mouth. The 
others watched him with suspicious interest. "Well you're 
a queer one," Adams said, "eating at a time like this." · 
Thomas said nothing, and the three resumed their watch 
of the fly. It rose, a black speck in the air, darted in curves 
back and forth, then slowly began to circle downward. The 
test approached. The men lay side by side, within reaching 
distance of each other. Thomas was in the center. The 
fly descended rather deliberately, swung back and forth and 
seemed to retard its flight just over the face of Carson. In 
the breathless silence the h~m of its wings was distinct. The 
soldier's face twitched and the fly darted away. The others 
looked on without speaking while a flush spread over the man's 
face and neck, up to his ears. 
Then the insect returned and leisurely hummed back and 
forth in a swinging circle above the hand that Adams had 
stretched out upon the ground. It settled within an inch, 
and the man flinched. The fly again mounted upward. 
Again it returned. A fly is incapable of long flight, and 
this one was already weary. This time it would surely seek 
a place to rest. I ts tired wings grew slower in their vibra-
tion, and the noise of their buzzing grew more distinct . It 
circled twice about the dusty shoes of Adams, and this time 
he did not move. He looked on with his features drawn in 
agony and his teeth biting into his lip. The fly rose three 
or four feet in the air, circled slowly and descended like a shot 
upon the face of Thomas. It lit on his chin and crawled toward 
his mouth. 
For a long minute the other men looked silently. The fly 
stopped at the man's lip and began to feed. Carson suddenly 
swept ·his hand above it and the insect darted off. Both Carson 
and Adams rose to their elbows and looked inquiringly at 
their silent comrade. Another minute passed, and a glance 
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shot between them. Carson moved uneasily, and whispered: 
"Well, Thomas, old man?" 
Still the man did not move. His eyes were fixed and a sort 
of smile hovered about his lips. Adams seized his arm and 
shook him. The arm dropped limply back into place. 
"What's this," exclaimed Carson, and placing a finger on 
the man's eyelid roughly pushed it back. Only the white of 
the eye showed. He reached for Thomas' wrist, holding it 
between thumb and fore finger, while Adams looked on with 
a stare, Carson dropped the wrist and bent his ear to the 
man's nostrils. Then he drew back, settled himself in a sitting 
posture, and turned to Adams, from whom the question burst: 
"Fainted?" 
Carson shook his head. "Dead-scared to death." 
For five minutes the men were silent. Adams spoke; "He 
took his chance with us, and it fell to him. He went without 
makin' good, but we can make him do it. We can hold him 
up and let him get shot. Then we can get that sneaking devil 
that shot the corporal. 
Carson sat up. "You're right; I was a fool not to think of 
it, but it knocked me out to think of Thomas turning yellow. 
It's what he's good for now. I'll hold him up and you can be 
ready for the little devil." 
He seized the body, and hugging it about the hips, attempted 
to raise it so that the head would show above the water hole. 
But it was limp, and would not stay erect. With a muttered 
oath, Carson grabbed the dead man's rifle and jammed it down 
the back of the dead man's blouse. The scheme worked, and 
holding it by the hips, and keeping his own head down, he 
hoisted the corpse erect and upward. There was a moment 
of suspense, and then the booming roar of a Springfield rang 
out. The sound was scarcely begun before Adams leaped up 
and began pumping his Krag-Jorgsen at a spot of powder 
smoke in the bamboo. At the third shot there was a yell and 
a crashing of branches. Adams dropped his rifle and ran 
towards the corporal, while Carson sat weakly down and propped 
up the body of his friend. There was a hole in the dead man's 
forehead where the bullet had crashed through, and a tiny 
stream of blood trickled away from it. 
1908] A Tale of the Philippines. 45 
Adams came back, dragging the corporal, and the two sol-
diers quickly found not only that his heart was beating, but 
that his wound was one that would heal. His canteen was 
found to be half full, and when the nozzle was placed to his 
lips he drank with unconscious greediness. 
"If you'll stay here with the corporal, I'll hike back to the 
column and get the ambulance," said Adams. 
Carson replied with a nod, and when the older soldier was 
gone, he turned to make a closer examination of the body of 
Thomas. "Cursed hole that old Springfield makes," he mut-
tered. He untied the handkerchief from about his neck, 
and started to wipe away the blood. Then he saw something 
that made him withdraw his hand rather suddenly. He looked 
close at the dead man's face, then sprang to his feet and swore 
aloud. For about the lips of his friend, and spread all over 
the lower part of his face, were-grains of army brown sugar. 
A little before taps that night Carson stood within the flap 
of the major's tent and saluted. He said that his business 
was ·important, so the major looked up from his writing and 
listened. Carson with more strength of language than was 
usual to the major's ears, begged that a recommendation would 
be made for a medal of honor for the dead man Thomas, to 
be sent to his relatives, as is the custom when a soldier dies 
a hero. 
"I thought he had turned yellow," said the soldier, "and 
I held up his body and let that little hellion shoot a hole in his 
head. And then I found that he had fixed it all up. He 
baited himself with sugar out of his knapsack, and the fly lit 
on him just as he figured it would. Physically, sir, it was 
more than he could stand, and the heart failure killed him 
when he felt the fly on his chin. But I've heard you say that 
the real heroes are the men who do their duty and more than 
their duty when they're most afraid. You see, sir, he knew 
that Adams and I had folks at home, and he didn't." 
"You are right," said the major musingly, "I will make 
_ the recommendation for the medal of honor." 
46 The East That Was. 
THE EAST THAT WAS. 
BY EDWARDS. VAN ZlLE, 184. 
I. 
The years creep o'er me, and my soul's unrest 
Is as a bird that beats against the bars, 
Too late! Too late! To me is not the quest 
Of languorous lands beneath the Southern stars. 
II. 
But this I know, my heart is in the East, 
Where dreamers dream and sleeping shrines arise ; 
Where poets' eyes upon the vision feast 
Of towering temples seeking sunny skies. 
Ill. 
Where, out of purple seas, old cities spring, 
Like phantom relics of the long ago ; 
And 'neath the palms where they are whispering 
We see, afar, the sacred waters flow. 
IV. 
But, lo, there comes the vandal from the West, 
Keen-eyed, alert to make his exploits pay ; 
And ancient peoples, with a new unrest, 
Arise to cheat him on his sordid way. 
v. 
The brooding Bhuddas at the temple door 
Are dreaming, as I dream, of other times, 
Of civilizations that shall be no more, 
The prey, at last of men of other climes. 
VI. 
'Tis best, perhaps, to let my quest go by, 
And dream the dream that never can come true; 
The Southern cross shines in the tropic sky, 
But, oh, the pity of the creed that's new ! 
VII. 
The creed that bids the Asiatic wake 
To learn the tricks of weapons and of trade, 
Unheedful of the truths that Bhudda spake, 
Unheedful of the peace that he hath made. 
, 
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THE LEGEND OF lKTOMl THE SNARE-WEA VER 
AND PATKASA THE TURTLE. 
BY HOBART W. COOK, 1JO. 
The huntsman Patkasa, the Turtle, stood bent over a newly 
slain deer. 
The red-tipped arrow he drew from the wounded animal 
was unlike the arrows in his quiver. Another's stray shot 
had killed the deer for Patkasa had hunted all the morning 
without so much as spying an ordinary blackbird. At last 
returning homeward tired, and heavy-hearted, because he had 
no meat for the hungry mouths in his wigwam, he walked 
slowly with downcast eyes. Kind ghosts pitied the unhappy 
hunter and led him to the newly slain deer so that his children 
should not cry for food, and, when he stumbled upon the rich 
find in his path, he exclaimed, "Good spirits have pushed me 
hither!" 
He leaned long over the gift of the friendly ghosts. "How, 
my friend!" said a voice behind his ear and a hand fell on his 
shoulder. It was not a spirit this time. It was old Iktomi, 
the Snare-Weaver. 
"How, Iktomi!" answered Patkasa, still stooping over the 
deer. 
"My friend, you are a skilled hunter," began Iktomi, smiling 
a thin smile which spread from one ear to the other. 
Suddenly lifting up his head Patkasa's black eyes twinkled 
as he asked, "Oh! you really think so?" 
"Yes, my friend, you are a swift and skillful fellow. Now 
let us have a little contest. Let us see who can jump over 
the deer without touching a hair on his hide," suggested Iktomi. 
"Oh! I fear I cannot do it!" cried Patkasa, rubbing his 
funny thick palms together. 
"Have no coward's doubt, Patkasa. I say you are a skilled 
fellow who finds nothing hard to do." With these words 
Iktomi led Patkasa a short distance away. In little puffs 
Patkasa laughed uneasily. 
"Now, you jump first," said Iktomi. 
Patkasa, with doubled fists, swung his- fat arms to and fro 
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all the while biting hard his under lip. Just before the run 
and leap Iktomi put in, "Let the winner have the deer to eat." 
It was too late now to say no. Patkasa was more afraid 
of being called a coward than of losing the deer. "Ho-wo," 
he replied, still working his short arms. At length he started 
on a run. So quick and small were his steps that he seemed 
merely to be kicking the ground. Then the leap! But Patkasa 
tripped upon a stick and fell hard against the side of the deer. 
"He- he- he!" exclaimed Iktomi, pretending disappointment 
that his friend had fallen, but, lifting him to his feet, he said, 
"Now it is my turn to try the high jump!" Hardly was the 
last word spoken than Iktomi gave a leap high above the deer. 
"The game is mine," laughed he, patting the sullen Patkasa 
on the back. "My friend, watch the deer while I go to bring 
my children." With these words Iktomi darted lightly through 
the tall grass. 
Patkasa was always ready to believe the words of scheming 
people, and to do the little favors anyone asked of him. On 
this occasion, however, he did not answer, "yes, my friend." 
He realized that Iktomi's flattering tongue had made him 
foolish. He turned up his nose at Iktomi, now almost out of 
sight, as much as to say, "Oh! no, Ikto, I do not hear your 
words.'' 
Soon a murmur of voices was heard through the forest. 
The sound of laughter grew louder and louder. Suddenly 
it became hushed. Old Iktomi led the young Iktomi brood 
to the place where he had left the Turtle, but it was vacant. 
Nowhere was there any sign of Patkasa or the deer. When 
this was evident the children began to cry. 
"Be still," said father Iktomi. "I know where Patkasa 
lives. Follow me. I shall take you to the Turtle's dwelling." 
He ran along a narrow footpath towards the stream near by. 
Close upon his heels came his children with tear-streaked faces . 
" There!" said Iktomi in a loud whisper, as he gathered his 
little ones on the bank. "There is Patkasa broiling venison. 
There is his teepee, and the savory fire is in his front yard." 
The young Iktomis stretched their necks and rolled their 
round black eyes like newly hatched birds. They peered into 
the water. 
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"Now," said the Snare-Weaver, "I will cool Patkasii.'s fire. 
I will bring you the broiled venison. Watch closely. When 
you see the black coals rise to the surface of the water, clap 
your hands and shout aloud, for soon after that sign I shall 
return to you with some tender meat." 
Thus saying, Iktomi plunged into the stream. Splash! 
splash! the water leaped upward into spray. Scarcely had 
it become level and smooth again before there bubbled up 
many black spots. The water was seething with the dancing, 
round, black things. 
"The cooled fire! The coals!" laughed the brood of Iktomi. 
Clapping together their little hands, they chased one another 
along the edge of the stream. They shouted and hooted with 
great glee. 
"Ahas!" said a gruff voice across the water. It was Patkasa. 
In a large willow tree leaning far over the water he sat upon a 
limb. On the very same branch was a brightly burning fire 
over which Patkasii. broiled the venison. 
By this time the water was calm again. No more danced 
those black spots on its surface, for they were the toes of old 
Iktomi. He was drowned. 
The Iktomi children hurried away from the flowing stream, 
crying and calling for their water-dead father. 
STUDENT LIFE IN GERMANY. 
BY BAYARD Q. MORGAN, 104. 
When one pictures in his mind's eye an American college 
student he usually draws for himself the image of an athletic 
well-dressed young man with strongly-cut features and clear 
eyes. This can hardly be said of the students in a German 
university. As far as looks are concerned, to the American 
eye, the first impressions of German students are unfavorable. 
As to dress, the whole trouble seems to be, however, in the 
fact that they do not seem to adopt new fashions as readily 
as those of other nations, and that, although they are very 
careful and punctilious about wearing clothes made to conform 
to the prevailing style, the fault is with the styles themselves. 
' . 
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Worthy of approving comment is the earnestness of the 
German student. When he settles down to work, he does so 
in a most commendable fashion. He is steady in attendance, 
faithful in his work, serious and zealous throughout. He 
is not a rapid worker nor especially brilliant on the average, 
but he does his work in a thorough-going fashion that means 
solid mental acquirement and achievement. As a student 
the German is a first-class man. 
I have found the Germans an agreeable people to meet and 
to travel among. Amiable and genial, frequently very un-
selfish, kind hearted, honestly interested in your affairs without 
being prying, slow to ridicule you behind your back, still slower 
to insult you to your face, there is a certain heartiness about 
them that is very agreeable. There are many aspects of their 
life and thought which I highly admire. And I have made 
friendships in my German university which will be pleasant 
to remember as long as I live. 
FIRESIDE PHILOSOPHY. 
BY D. C, POND, '08. 
It is the kind of night when one is more contented to remain 
indoors than to breast the weather outside. The wind, which 
down in the city is a mere zephyr, has risen out here on the 
hill to the dignity of a miniature cyclone and beats across the 
campus, driving the fine, dry snow before it. The white flakes 
are rushed in horizontal lines against the windows and inside 
their rapid tattoo is heard against the pane. 
The morris chair is drawn near the fire and another log is 
thrown on the glowing embers. Then, in warm dressing gown 
and slippers, with the briar pipe filled, I can stretch myself 
before the cheerful blaze and bid defiance to the storm outside. 
Would it be possible to picture in the mind's eye anything more 
comfortable than this? 
When one rests in this manner, how many idle fancies crowd 
the brain. · In the glowing depths of the fire the entire future 
unfolds itself. What a glorious thing youth is! In the future 
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nothing is impossible. There is no depth too low nor is there 
any height too elevated to be out of reach. Everything in 
the world can be obtained. One may picture himself at the 
head of an empire or-to be more practical-at the head of 
some board of directors. Perhaps he may be a great artist or 
author or a great engineer, who has succeeded in building a 
railroad which will eliminate the time factor from the equation 
of transportation for thousands of people. Can any successes 
be more gratifying than those which one dreams of as crowning 
his efforts, while meditating in front of an open fire? 
Yes, youth has its future to dream of with its limitless possi-
bilities, but, as the flames of the fire grow more and more 
lifeless, there comes the thought that sometime there will be a 
period in life when there will be no dreams of the future-
only memory, which also has its limitless possibilities. As I 
sit and look at those glowing coals it is possible to imagine 
myself by another fire in after years, thinking of the days that 
have passed-of the things that I may have accomplished for 
evil or for good. Perhaps I shall think of the man I helped out 
of the gutter and gave a new chance to make a man of himself 
or of the time when the friend was betrayed because ambition 
said that success could be won that way. One after another, 
memory after memory, they will come, and it will be impos-
sible to stay them. Though they be pleasant or as horrid as 
sin itself they will come and, unlike the dreams of youth, they 
cannot be changed or altered. 
Diq. thoughts of this nature ever come to you as you rested in 
front of your fire? If so the obvious conclusions have probably 
been drawn. It takes no gifted thinker to point out that the 
portion of life which will soon be relegated to memory should 
be lived so as to make that memory as pleasant as possible. 
And when you are in a philosophic mood sometime, before a 
glowing log fire, perhaps it may be worth while to plan a course 
of action which will make that period when memory only is 
left an enjoyable portion of life. 
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"AND A FORGETTING." 
BY RICHARDSON I,I'l'TI,E WRIGHT, 'IO, 
"when God formed In the hollow of His hand 
This ball of earth 
He chose It for a Star of Suffering." -Ugo Bassi·. 
The soul of a man and the soul of a babe strolled off the golden way, 
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And wandered 'neath the goodly trees to the House of the Dawn of Day, 
They followed the banks of the crystal stream and climed the silver bars 
To the edge of the field where the flowers of Heaven became earth's tiny stars. 
They sat them down on the shelving rock to list to the song of space. 
They could hear the infinite emptiness chanting its maker's grace. 
Till a gentle breeze that came from the south brought them a different tale-
A song of man, a song of earth, a song of the nightingale, 
"I come from afar, I come from earth, I come from a land below, 
And I bring to the myriad hosts of Heaven a tale of sin and woe." 
And all the ether about that rock echoed the sad refrain-
'' I sing of man, I sing of earth, I sing of woe and pain." 
"Hark, do you hear!" the child exclaimed, "Some spirits are making a plea, 
But the words they say I have not learned, they are unknown to me. 
Pain and woe! What can they mean, I learned them not while away ! " 
(For he had gone to earth, you know, but returned at the end of day.) 
" Pain and woe?" the old man asked, '' Ah ! Yes! in years long past 
Some of that element every hour into my life was cast, 
But what it was, and how It came, and whether good or not, 
I cannot recall to you, my child, it is forgot, forgot." 
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OPTIMISM. 
A college professor recently said that 
optimism was an unthinking attitude 
of mind. It was all well enough for a 
person to say, "Oh yes! my bodily 
wants are taken care of. I am well 
clothed and well fed. Life is agreeabl~ 
and men are all right if treated correct-
ly,': but this is not a reasoning way of 
looking at life. If a person should 
look around him and see the want, the 
poverty, the unfulfilled ambitions and 
shattered hopes, the tragedy that en-
ters into every life, he would not be as 
optimistic as the man who finds life 
agreeable. 
Yet, we believe, that optimism is not 
altogether such an unthinking attitude. 
There are a great many men who are 
great thinkers and who also have a 
strong belief in human nature. A cer-
tain judge, who has presided practically 
all his life over courts of law, where 
the worst outcasts of civilization are 
brought before him, has been quoted 
as saying that humanity is on the 
whole better now than it was in the 
early seventies. True, this man does 
not withdraw from contact with his 
fellow beings to contemplate the affairs 
of life,-still he thinks. The principal 
trouble with the philosophers who have 
adopted the pessimistic school of 
thought is, we believe, that while they 
reason with perfect logic their premises 
are wrong. They do not see life as it 
actually is. They see the rough un-
attractive coating of the stone and do 
not cut deep enough to see the real 
worth of the diamond. The men who 
deal with men and who see the real 
e~en_ts of existence are usually opti-
m1st1c and are the men who take such 
part in these events as to make their 
influence felt. 
And optimism is reallywhatwe need 
in this country. We have too much 
''muckrake" talk about the details of 
our national development with too little 
realization of the wonders of the de-
velopment itself. We should look 
around and see how our country has 
grown,-how its power and influence 
have increased. We need some of the 
philosophy which Browning wrote into 
the words, "God's in His heaven. All's 
right with the world," and which domi-
nates so many of his writings. Per-
haps, if we remembered such sayings 
as this, the country would not be suf-
fering from such a severe attack of 
lack of confidence as now afflicts it. 
To bring the whole question nearer 
home, let us ask ourselves what would 
college life be without optimism. Here 
we say that our football team, our class, 
our college-all of these are the best 
and if we did not say this where would 
our college spirit and college life be? 
So let us have optimism. Let us do 
as Jefferson would have us do-take 
things by the smooth handle. And if 
anybody should accuse us of assuming 
an unreasoning attitude, we can point 
to Browning, Jefferson or Lincoln and 
not be ashamed to side with such men 
as these. D. C. P. 
ROOSEVELT. 
To mention the word Roosevelt or 
even Teddy to some financiers the 
effect would be the same as waving the 
historic red rag before the ancient bull. 
To them the present President of the 
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United States is little less than an 
anarchist. They attribute his popu-
larity to the fact that he appeals to the 
young men of the country who do not 
know what is for their best interests. 
Undoubtedly most of the young men 
of the country are strong supporters of 
Roosevelt and many people have won-
dered why this shonld be the case. We 
believe the answer to this question is 
that the young men believe that Roose-
velt is aggressively honest, and that he 
is trying to give every one a "square 
deal." They like him because he does 
not merely believe that certain things 
should be done, but he actually puts 
his beliefs into concrete form. 
Some time ago there were a great 
many pamphlets published in which 
many worthy professors of political 
science wrote on the alarming growth 
of socialism among the young men. 
There is very little of this talk heard 
now. The reason is that while the 
young· men like to fight when given a 
fair field and no favor, they prefer not 
to play in a game when the cards are 
stacked. When these pamphlets were 
published it looked as though the cards 
actually were stacked, but now Roose-
velt has given every one hope that 
there will be a chance to fight a fair, 
straightforward battle for success in 
the open field of competition, and it is 
for this reason that almost all the stu-
dents in colleges flock to his standard. 
D. C. P. 
COMMENTS. 
The Association has decided to offer 
a prize of five dollars for the best story 
written by a Trinity man. Originality 
and a purity of style are the particular 
standards by which the stories will be 
judged. All matter must be typewrit-
ten and in the hands of the publishers 
before the first of April, nineteen hun-
dred and eight. For mailing directions 
see "Contributions." The courtesy 
of the mailing list will be given to the 
winner. J. B. S. 
The articles, " The Building of the 
Hartford University Club," by Mr. F. 
E. Waterman, the architect; and" The 
Dormitory System at a small college 
and how it might be improved at Trin-
ity," because of some added material, 
will appear in the "April number" of . 
the Tablet. Some very interesting 
articles which are to appear during the 
year are to come from Richard Burton, 
'83; John Curtis Underwood, '94, and 
Philip Everett Curtis, '06. "Trinity 
College during the Civil War" will be 
a leading feature of the April issue, and 
the first prize story will be published in 
the same number. J. B. S. 
BOOK REVIEWS. 
THE SYNTAX OF THE TEMPORAL 
CLAUSE IN OLD ENGLISH 
PROSE. By Arthur Adams, 
Ph. D. Henry Holt & Co. 
Time was-and it is not so very long 
ago, either-when the interest in Old 
English was rather languishing in this 
country. True, there were some who 
mayhap had studied in Germany and 
thence brought their enthusiasm for 
the grand language of their forefathers, 
but the general public was not inter-
ested and the response to the efforts at 
propaganda made by the few enthusi-
asts must have been pretty discourag-
ing. As late as 1894 Professor Cook 
of Yale complained that he could not 
find a publisher for his "Glossary to the 
Northumbrian Gospels" in America; 
he had to go to Germany to have it 
printed. But the enthusiasts kept on, 
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and now at last we have a public fairly 
alive to the beauties of Old English 
and publishers willing to cater to this 
newly awakened interest. 
It is a very hopeful sign, I take it, 
that the first section of a new enter-
prise, the Belles Letters Series, edited 
by Professor E. M. Brown of Chicago, 
and published by Heath & Co., Boston, 
is entirely made up of Old English 
texts, such as Professor Cook's Judith, 
Sedgefield's The Battle of Maldon, 
Strunk's Juliana, Bright's West Saxon 
Gospels and the West Saxon Psalms. 
Apace with the awakening of general 
interest has gone the scientific study of 
Old English in this country. Germany 
does no longer occupy the field alone ; 
America takes a fair share of it. There 
have emanated from Johns-Hopkins 
University, Chicago, Yale a number 
of treatises that in scholarship easily 
rank with the best of Germany. A 
marvel of diligent patient research and 
sound judgment is Dr. H. G. Shearin's 
work on The Expression of Purpose in 
Old English Prose, published as No. 
XVIII of Professor Cook's Yale Studies 
in English. No less admirable is a 
similar study, No. XXXII of the same 
series, the Syntax of the Temporal 
Clause in Old English Prose, by Arthur 
Adams, Ph.D., Assistant Professor of 
English in Trinity College, a most val-
uable contribution to our knowledge of 
the subject. With astonishing industry 
the author has searched through the 
large body of Old English writings, 
collecting the material for his work, 
and in lucid language and with great 
sanity of judgment he sets forth on 161 
pages the result of his careful investi-
gations, always illustrating his points 
by well-chosen examples from the kin-
dred Germanic dialects and, when nec-
essary, referring also to Greek, Latin 
or any of the Romance languages. Ap-
pendix I gives the reader a complete 
survey of the field covered, this being 
an index-list of clauses examined in the 
different writings. Appendix II con-
tains the index-list of clauses contain-
ing modal auxiliaries. Appendix III 
gives a valuable Bibliography of Works 
on kindred subjects that have been con-
sulted. Appendix IV is an index to 
the clauses quoted or referred to in the 
text. Appendix V contains the alpha-
betically arranged index of the temporal 
connectives treated. And, as the au-
thor well puts it in his excellent sum-
mary of his results, page 16o, a sur-
prisingly great number and variety of 
connectives used to introduce the tem-
poral clause is shown. Carefully pre-
pared statistical tables at the end of the 
book form another valuable feature of 
this highly interesting and meritorious 
book which reflects great credit on the 
high grade of instruction afforded at 
Yale. Trinity College is certainly to 
be congratulated on having secured for 
the chair of Assistant Professor of 
English a man who by this token 
seems to be so well fitted to arouse in 
his students an interest in the scientific 
study of the earlier stages of English, 
and, as a consequence, an increased 
love for the tongue of their forefathers. 
OTTO B. SCHLUTTER. 
A FIELD BOOK OF THE STARS. 
William T. Olcott, '96. The Knick-
erbocker Press. 
As~ronomy is a word whose mention 
bears with it an atmosphere of mys-
tery, of long-discussed theories, of 
magnificent •distances, and of abstruse 
mathematics. But one who takes the 
subject in hand from Mr. Olcott's view, 
and according to his methods, finds 
that the study can be made so interest-
ing and practical that he loses all fear 
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of its abstruseness. The subject is pre-
sented so simply that all who read can 
follow it, and the instruments required 
are but the naked eye and a pair of 
opera glasses. The only demand on 
the student is that he will behold and 
see. Mr. Olcott has diagrams of the 
entire heavens for each of the seasons, 
and smaller ones showing the position 
of the constellations and containing ex-
planatory notes. At the end of the 
volume there are charts and short de-
scriptive sketches of the Planets, the 
Milky Way, Motions of the Stars, 
Meteors, and the Names of the Stars. 
Of course, the subject matter con-
tained in this volume of one hundred 
and fifty pages can be found in any 
work on astronomy, but Mr. Olcott's 
aim has been to place the subject before 
the average person in a popular way ; to 
make the actual studying of astronomy 
easier by suggesting practical ideas and 
methods ; and to do so in a simple and 
brief manner. In all these purposes 
we think he has succeeded most admi-
rably. 
R. L.W. 
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